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and called "Dr. Christopher! ChnstopherP and then I caught myself and stuck my fist in my mouth, not to cry out his name too loudly
From the far end of die street, they were shouting something to me, but I paid no heed. I clasped Christophers hand It stayed meekly in mine, lifeless and limp
"General/* I implored "General Christopher!"
The tall man stopped He looked at me Then he shook his head When he finally spoke, his voice sounded dull and queer.
"Who are you?" he asked*
I shivered He had known me so well. He had been kind to me so many times, offering encouragement and praise. He had trusted me.
"It's I, Doctor *.*It's I, AnerL Don't you recognize me?9* My voice was breaking with the temble urgency of the moment, with shock and with fright
TE don't know you," Christopher said, and his eyes did not see me.
"But you do! I am AnerL You know me. I have worked with you ever since 1939."
Christopher shook ids head. Then lie rubbed his forehead
"Oh, yes, yes...Of course," he said. "Of course, I remember you. I am glad to see you before I leave for
"Before you leave?**
It began to dawn on me then, but I could not believe it Not Christopher, no. It was impossible, he could not have gone mad Not Christopher.
*Yes, leaving," he said, stifl in that queer, small voice. "Leaving for Krakow. We are evacuating our hdspital tfaeitt, didn't you know?** And he waved his hand.
His hospital? But I had seen the pitiful remains of his hospital brought to the Pruszkow Camp. I had talked with